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Head  Master's  Message  . . . 


As  Head  Master  of  the  English  High  School,  I welcome  the  opportunity  which  the  first  issue  of  out 
school  magazine,  THE  RECORD,  presents  to  say  a few  words  to  the  student  body. 

At  the  outset  may  I wish  for  each  of  you  a year  of  successful  scholastic  endeavor  and  urge  you  to  do 
your  utmost  to  make  this  a year  of  achievement  in  all  of  your  school  activities,  curricular  and  extra  cur- 
ricular. 

In  particular  I want  to  suggest  that  the  senior  class  make  the  most  of  the  opportunities  for  leadership 
which  their  senior  year  provides.  Through  the  years  we  have  always  depended  on  our  seniors  to  set  a 
pattern  and  example  for  the  other  classes  to  follow,  which  will  bring  credit  to  the  school.  Regular  attend- 
ance, home  study  and  faithfulness  to  the  tasks  assigned  to  you  will  go  far  toward  insuring  the  success  of 
your  efforts. 

May  1 extend  to  the  members  of  THE  RECORD  staff  the  congratulations  of  the  faculty  and  the  en- 
tire student  body  for  another  year  of  successful  achievement  — the  fourth  in  succession  — as  evidenced 
by  a First  Place  Award  by  the  Columbia  University  Scholastic  Press  Association  and  the  additional  first 
place  award  by  the  Boston  Globe  for  1961-1962. 

At  the  same  time  may  I express  the  hope  that  this  year's  staff  will  continue  its  pursuit  of  excellence 
to  achieve  equally  satisfactory  results. 

Our  school  magazine,  THE  RECORD,  through  the  years  has  been  held  in  high  esteem  by  our  student 
body  as  an  ideal  extra  curricular  activity.  It  has  done  much  to  foster  school  spirit  and  provides  an  outlet 
for  those  with  special  activities  in  writing  and  att.  Four  of  our  students  received  gold  keys  last  year  for 
exceptional  artistic  achievement. 

May  I encourage  all  of  you  to  take  an  interest  in  this  worth  while  school  activity  to  the  end  that 
the  student  body  may  profit  from  literary  and  arris  ic  effort  worthy  of  publication. 
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Editorial 


Zhe  Supreme  Court  and  Sehool  Prayers 


"Congress  shall  make  no  law  respecting  an  estab- 
lishment of  religion,  or  prohibiting  the  free  exercise 
thereof  . . 

{Amendment  I of  the  Constitution) 

Recently  the  New  York  state  Board  of  Regents 
composed  a nonsectarian  prayer  for  use  in  public 
schools.  This  prayer  was  designed  to  satisfy  the  pro- 
tests of  parents  who  oppose  Bible  reading  in  class. 
The  intentions  of  the  Regents  were  noble. 

In  June,  1962,  the  Supreme  Court  banned  that 
prayer  on  the  grounds  that  it  was  a violation  of  the 
Constitution.  Immediately  there  arose  a storm  of  pro- 
test over  the  ruling.  The  widespread  opinion  was  that 
the  court  was  atheistic;  many  even  said  it  was  Com- 
munist-controlled. 

It  seems  that  people  did  not  comprehend  the  full 
purport  of  the  decision,  which  — although  unpopular 
— probably  did  us  a far  greater  service  by  leaving 
religion  to  the  clergy  than  by  handing  it  over  to  the 
politicians,  who  get  hold  of  just  about  everything  else. 
Does  anyone  who  called  the  Supreme  Court  ruling 
atheistic  actually  consider  these  nine  eminent  men 
of  the  bench  godless?  Surely  these  judges,  more  than 
any  other  group,  were  conscious  of  the  probably  re- 
sult — the  controversy  that  would  arise.  Nevertheless, 
they  upheld  the  Constitution. 

The  weight  of  tradition  rests  heavily  on  the  Court. 
Each  member  has  a duty  to  his  predecessors,  to  his 
constituents,  and  to  his  own  conscience.  The  Supreme 
Court  had  to  be  just.  It  did  not  make  a rash  decision. 


The  Court  did  not  ban  prayers  in  schools;  it  only 
banned  prayers  written  by  public  authorities  for  use 
in  public  schools. 

This  case  brings  to  light  some  interesting  points: 

1.  The  American  people,  or  at  least  some  of  them, 
have  little  or  no  faith  in  the  law,  be  it  moral  or  legal. 
A greater  trust  in  the  judiciary  would  incite  some 
thought  about  reasons,  instead  of  invoking  thought- 
less protest. 

2.  Our  Supreme  Court  is  the  most  couragous 
body  in  the  land.  It  must  have  been  hard  for  most 
of  the  justices  to  vote  as  they  did,  but  what  about 
the  results  of  the  opposite  choice?  The  power  vested 
in  a school  board  will  eventually  come  down  to  a 
political  level.  A man  with  good  intentions,  but  in  the 
wrong  vocation,  can  do  more  harm  than  good. 

3.  The  greatest  strength  in  our  federal  political 
system  is  that  the  judges  are  appointed,  not  elected. 
An  elected  official  is  bound  by  political  pressure  or- 
ganizations; if  he  wants  his  job,  he  must  follow  their 
their  wishes.  But  sooner  or  later,  in  the  interests  of 
legal  and  moral  justice,  one  has  to  crusade  alone,  not 
paying  attention  to  others.  Merely  being  in  a majority 
does  not  make  one  right.  Only  a just  cause  can  make 
for  justice. 

Paul  D.  Greenbaum,  ’63 
Editor 
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Senior  Class  Elections 


by  ROBERT  J.  SNYDER,  63 
Photograph  by  JAMES  P.  FLAMMIO,  ’63 


The  school  year  of  1962-1963  had  just  begun,  when 
the  senior  class  moved  into  full  swing  with  one  of  its 
most  important  tasks.  It  had  to  choose,  out  of  the 
several  qualified  candidates,  the  men  who  would  rep- 
resent the  senior  class  of  1963  during  the  school  year, 
at  graduation,  and  in  the  years  to  come. 

Students’  spirits  were  at  their  peak  throughout  the 
early  part  of  October  .In  the  corridors,  in  the  class- 
rooms, in  the  lunchroom,  all  the  conversation  was 
turned  towards  the  coming  election. 

Throughout  the  school  were  the  campaign  posters 
of  each  candidate.  Such  slogans  as  "Get  on  the  Beat, 
Vote  for  Pete’  were  becoming  everyday  language. 

After  much  anticipation  and  foreboding,  the  "call 
to  the  hall  ” was  issued.  Thirteen  candidates  were  vying 
for  five  offices.  Each  candidate  was  allowed  two  min- 
utes to  state  his  qualifications,  his  platform,  and  w'hy 
he  was  the  best  one  for  the  office. 


The  next  day  the  primary  elections  were  held,  and 
the  following  candidates  emerged  victorious  from  the 
primaries;  Richard  Lillis,  Harry  Hickman,  and  John 
Sacco  for  Presdent;  George  Conroy  and  Peter  Fick- 
eisen  for  Secretary-Treasurer. 

Elected  in  the  primaries  were  Shelden  Yunes  and 
Arthur  Angeles  for  Executive-Committee. 

Now  for  the  primary  winners  came  the  tedious 
task  of  swaying  over  to  their  side  the  followers  of  the 
defeated  candidates.  For  the  following  week  the  prim- 
ary winners  spent  their  time,  with  the  aid  of  their 
campaign  managers,  in  planning  their  campaign.  Post- 
ers now  became  an  everyday  sight.  They  became  a 
part  of  the  clothing  of  the  English  high  man.  One 
candidate  even  had  his  (shapely)  sister  on  the  front 
stairs  of  E.H.S.  handing  out  lollipops  as  a campaign- 
ing device. 

The  tension  was  mounting  as  the  day  of  election 
grew  near.  The  candidates  were  campaigning  as  hard 
as  ever.  They  were  trying  their  hardest  in  an  all-out 
effort  to  convince  doubtful  voters  of  their  efficiency. 

The  campaigning  was  vigorous,  but  there  Were 
never  harsh  words  spoken  between  candidates  for  the 
same  post.  Each  one  was  trying  to  do  just  a little  bit 
better  than  the  other  man.  The  competitive  nature 
of  the  candidates  came  out  in  full  force.  These  can- 
didates knew  that,  even  in  defeat,  they  had  done  their 
best  to  secure  their  respective  positions. 

During  the  campaigning  period,  the  campaign 
managers  really  did  their  share.  Their  main  job  was 
to  convince  students  that  their  candidates  were  the 
best  for  office.  They  had  to  attract  all  the  supporters 
of  the  defeated  candidates.  But  before  anyone  realized, 
the  final  election  day  arrived.  There  was  to  be  no  more 
campaigning  — no  more  promises,  no  more  posters. 
This  was  the  day  of  reckoning.  Today  was  the  day 
all  seniors  were  given  the  right  to  cast  their  final 
ballot. 

The  ballot  was  counted  and  the  entire  senior  class 
was  informed  of  their  new  officers.  Barry  Hickman, 
co-captain  of  the  football  team,  was  now  Class  Presi- 
dent; Richard  Lillis,  captain  of  the  hockey  team  was 
Vice-President;  and  George  Conroy  was  Secretary- 
Treasurer. 

Now  the  elections  are  a part  of  the  past,  and  just 
a memory;  but  the  candidates  are  still  in  office.  I 
personally  wish  to  congratulate  each  winner  and  hope 
that  all  of  their  efforts  may  prove  fruitful. 
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Veterans  'Day  Address 

by  Kear  Admiral  fj.  M.  Wellinys,  U.  S.  J^avy 


REAR  ADMIRAL  J.  H.  WELLINGS 
English  High  School,  Class  of  '20 


Mr.  Malone,  teachers  and  students  of  English  High 
School : 

I am  very  pleased  and  happy  to  return  to  English 
High  School  this  morning.  I,  am  sure  every  alumnus 
has  a feeling  of  pride  when  he  visits  his  old  school. 
Counted  in  years,  it  has  been  a long  time  since  I sat 
out  there  where  you  are.  However,  these  years  are 
telescoped  in  memory’s  eyes  to  a point  where  it  seems 
almost  like  yesterday. 


The  passage  of  time  dims  the  unpleasant  events  and 
highlights  the  happy  experiences.  Even  so,  I well 
remember  my  problems  in  obtaining  passing  marks, 
not  so  much  from  fear  of  failure,  but  because  my 
goal  apparently  was  to  participate  in  sports  and  natur- 
ally this  required  passing  marks.  I was  far  from  being 
a star  but  did  manage  to  make  the  football,  baseball 
and  track  teams.  These  sports,  combined  with  sailing 

( Continued  on  page  22) 
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Home  and  School 

by  STEPHEN  A.  BORKOW'SKI,  '63 
Photographs  by  SIDNEY  J.  FELDMAN,  '64 


Held  on  October  16,  the  first  Home  and  School 
Association  meeting  of  the  year  was  accompanied  by 
the  usual  confusion  and  harassment.  A brief  assembly 
in  the  auditorium  preceded  the  parents'  meetings  with 
their  sons  instructors.  During  this  brief  meeting,  Mr. 
Malone  made  a few  introductory  remarks,  and  then 
introduced  Mr.  Lapidus,  who  made  the  main  speech. 

In  his  speech,  Mr.  Lapidus  referred  to  the  need  for 
guidance  counselors  in  high  school,  and  remarked  that 
there  are  three  guidance  counselors  at  English.  Guid- 
ance counselors,  he  continued,  play  an  important  role 
in  the  shaping  of  a student's  future.  He  emphasized 
that  it  is  the  trained  guidance  counselor  who  can  best 
help  a student  to  choose  the  curriculum  that  will  best 
suit  him  and  his  future. 


Mr.  Lapidus  talked  to  the  parents  about  themselves. 
He  stated  that  their  presence  at  the  meeting  showed 
their  interest  in  their  sons'  futures,  and  reminded 
them  of  their  influence  on  their  sons.  In  order  better 
to  illustrate  this  influence,  Mr.  Lapidus  asked  the 
parents  two  questions,  the  first  of  which  was  "How 
many  books  has  your  son  seen  you  read?"  and,  second, 
"Have  you  spent  more  money  for  a television  .set  than 
for  books?”  Mr.  Lapidus  allowed  the  assembled  par- 
ents to  ponder  over  this  for  a moment,  and  then 
reiterated  his  statement  about  parental  influence.  He 
spoke  of  the  need  for  a quiet  place  to  study,  free 
from  distractions.  He  stated  to  the  parents  that  their 
sons  have  enough  to  do  to  concentrate  on  homework. 


without  being  distracted  by  the  sound  of  the  tele- 
vision set. 

While  he  was  on  the  subject  of  homework,  Mr. 
Lapidus  referred  to  the  book  Where  did  you  go?  Out. 
What  did  you  do?  Nothing.  He  said  that  this  title 
could  be  applied  to  some  boys  and  their  homelessons. 
A boy  may  have  a book  open  in  front  of  him,  he 
said,  but  is  he  studying? 

After  Mr.  Lapidus  concluded  his  speech,  the  parents 
were  free  to  talk  to  their  sons'  instructors.  The  inter- 
views took  place  while  refreshments  were  being 
served. 

The  second  Home  and  School  meeting  of  the  year 
took  place  on  November  1 3,  enabling  tha  parents  to 
discuss  their  sons’  grades,  which  had  come  out  the 
nrevious  week.  A new  system  of  locating  teachers 
by  departments  greatly  minimized  the  confusion. 

The  conferences  were  preceded  by  a short  meeting. 
It  was  during  this  gathering  that  Mr.  O’Brien,  assisted 
by  Mr.  George,  demonstrated  the  use  of  a new  ma- 
chine used  as  an  aid  in  teaching.  Mr.  O’Brien  gave 
an  informative  talk  on  modern  mathematics,  and 
on  how  English  High  is  meeting  this  challenge.  Dur- 
ing his  speech,  Mr.  O'Brien  discussed  the  rapid 
advances  made  in  mathematics,  and  mentioned  how 
the  school  is  modifying  its  math  courses  to  keep 
pace  with  modern  demands. 
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Zke  Kam 

by  EDGAR  ALLEN  POE 

adapted  to  prose 

by  RODNEY  M,  JACKSON,  '63 
Illustration  by  TIMOTHY  KARALEXIS,  '63 


INTRODUCTION 


If  you  are  anything  like  me  and  don’t  read  the 
introduction  to  a story,  I urge  you  to  distinguish 
yourself  by  reading  this  one.  To  begin  with,  I have 
no  idea  whatsoever  if  poetry  has  ever  before  been 
turned  into  prose.  It  could  possibly  be  that  I am 
attempting  to  do  the  impossible  by  trying  to  change 
poetry  into  prose. 

Having  read  The  Raven  by  Edgar  Allen  Poe  in- 
numerable times,  I do  not  dare  to  imply  that  I com- 


prehend the  gist  of  it.  Of  course,  I am  not  Poe.  For 
certain,  I do  not  possess  Poe’s  power  of  expression 
and  description.  But  in  order  to  portray  the  idea 
which,  I think,  Poe  implies  in  his  poem,  it  was  neces- 
sary for  me  to  try  to  imitate  Poe’s  style  of  writing 
prose,  so  that  it  would  seem  as  if  Poe  actually  did 
the  writing.  So  with  these  thoughts  in  mind,  I 
sincerely  hope  you  will  find  this  story  effective. 

RODNEY  M.  JACKSON 


It  was  midnight  and  the  large  walnut  grandfather 
clock  which  stood  near  the  wall  to  my  right  had 
just  finished  striking.  Even  though  the  echoes  of 
the  gong  had  stopped,  the  echoes  of  the  pulsations 
of  my  heart  which  vibrated  through  even  the  re- 
motest areas  of  my  body  had  not.  It  is  difficult  to 
put  into  writing  that  definite  feeling  of  horror  that 
seized  me  so  violently.  The  terror  I felt  simply  by 
being  in  a large  room  alone  was  fused  with  the 
phantasmic  nature  of  the  novel  I was  reading,  and 
the  dull,  depressed  decoration  of  the  chamber.  The 
books  were  ghoulish  works  of  fiction  by  authors 


who  w'ished  subconsciously,  for  the  destruction  of  the 
human  race  by  scaring  it  to  death.  The  chamber  w'as 
no  less  phantasmagoric.  The  walls  were  a brownish- 
orange,  and  the  baseboard  was  black.  On  one  of  the 
walls  was  a large  bookcase  which  housed  almost  five 
hundred  volumes,  from  which  I had  taken  the  book 
I had  in  my  lap.  The  windows  were  covered  by 
grotesquely  designed  draperies  of  brown  and  black. 
Between  the  drapes  and  the  bookcase  v/as  the  w'alnut 
dock  w'hich  had  just  intoned  the  time.  To  the  left 

{Continued  on  page  25) 
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THE  STEDEIST  COUNCIL 

by  MICHAEL  A.  COMMAN  ,63 


The  student  Council  consists  of  fifteen  represent- 
atives from  the  student  body,  four  of  whom  are 
officers.  This  year’s  officers  are  Mark  Tobin,  ’63, 
President;  Mark  Davis,  ’64,  Vice-President;  Richard 
Rabbitt,  ’65,  Secretary;  and  Barry  Wish,  ’65.  Treas- 
urer. 

This  year’s  Student  Council  feels  that  it  should  be 
able  to  work  with  the  class  officers  in  establishing  a 
governing  body  for  the  school.  Mr.  Mosher,  who  is 
in  charge,  feels  the  old  Councils  of  years  ago  were 
good  because  "each  room  was  represented,”  and  this 
is  exactly  what  OUR  Student  Council  is  striving  to 
accomplish  . 

The  first  of  many  projects  is  the  establishment  of  a 
smoking  patrol  to  curtail  the  excessive  smoking  of 
students  in  the  building.  Says  President  Tobin:  "On 
any  day  you  can  go  through  the  school  and  find 
someone  smoking.  Students  get  away  with  it  because 


they  have  no  fear  of  being  caught.” 

Another  problem  which  the  Council  is  trying  to 
do  something  about  is  the  congestion  on  the  stairs. 
The  entire  group  feels  that  all  the  stairways  should 
be  divided  into  two  groups  — one  for  going  up 
and  the  other  for  going  down. 

It  has  also  been  brought  to  the  Council’t  attention 
that  there  are  not  enough  clothes  hooks  in  the  dress- 
ing room  for  the  gym.  Some  recently  received  new 
hooks  will  be  put  up  in  the  near  future. 

The  Student  Council  feels  that  it  can  do  MORE 
than  solve  merely  the  above  problems,  but  it  needs 
the  co-operation  of  the  entire  school,  especially  in 
being  notified  of  various  school  events,  as  the  room 
councilors  and  athletic  captains  now  are.  In  essence 
they  are  trying  to  unite  themselves  with  the  students 
by  establishing  an  "advertising  campaign”*  through- 
out the  school. 


(^/u^s 


♦ ♦ 


THE  DEBATING  CLUB 

by  SETH  DARTLY,  ’63 


This  year  the  Debating  Club  has  been  revived 
under  the  leadership  of  Mr.  Willets.  Thus  far  our 
debates  have  been  held  at  the  English  High  School, 
and  have  proved  to  be  very  lively  and  interesting. 
Our  last  and  most  important  debate  was  presented 
before  the  class  of  1965.  The  teams  were  headed  by 
Rodney  Jackson  on  the  against,  and  Seth  Dartley  on 
the  for.  The  topic  of  the  debate  was  "Resolved,  that 
the  United  States  should  enter  upon  reciprical  free 


trade  with  non-Communist  nations.”  The  decision  of 
the  judges  was  tied,  and  both  teams  fared  so  well 
that  many  more  debates  are  planned  to  be  presented 
before  the  student  body.  It  is  also  hoped  that  we 
shall  be  able  to  take  to  the  field  and  lock  horns 
with  other  schools. 

The  Club  meets  every  Wednesday  at  2:30.  New 
members  are  welcomed 


AUTO  DISCUSSION  CLUB 


by  JAMES  E, 

In  its  first  year,  the  English  High  School  Auto- 
motive Discussion  Club  promises  to  be  one  of  the 
most  exciting  and  active  clubs  in  the  enttire  school. 

It  has  already  made  a trip  to  the  New  England 
Auto  show,  obtained  several  automotive  films  for  the 


MANN,  ’63 

use  and  enjoyment  of  the  club  members,  and  estab- 
lished a growing  library  of  automotive  books  and 
magazines  for  member  use.  Talks  have  been  given 

(Continued  on  page  27) 
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Do  You  Believe  In  Ghosts?  ? ? 

by  MARK  M.  MELTZER,  '63 
Illustrated  by  JAMES  W.  MAGNER,  '63 


It  was  a cold,  rainy  day  — one  of  those  really 
somber  days,  and  I didn’t  feel  like  going  out.  Sud- 
denly, the  telephone  rang,  breaking  the  silence  of  the 
empty  apartment.  At  first,  I was  a bit  stunned  by  the 
loud  ringing,  but  I regained  my  composure  almost 
immediately  and  moved  to  respond  to  its  calling. 
Answering  the  phone,  I discovered  that  it  was  my 
friend  Larry.  I was  a bit  surprised  since  Larry  was 
supposed  to  be  away  attending  the  University  of 
Pennsylvania,  but  I spoke  steadily  to  him  at  any  rate. 
He  explained  that  he  had  come  home  for  a "holiday” 
and  that  he  would  be  staying  in  Boston  for  a week 
or  so.  He  suggested  that  I come  to  see  him  as  soon  as 
I could.  I told  him  that  it  would  be  inconvenient  to 
visit  him  as  I was  very  busy  with  school  work;  upon 
which  statement,  he  explained  that  he  had  a very  im- 
portant issue  to  discuss  with  me.  At  this,  my  curiosity 
was  aroused,  and  I told  him  that  I would  come  to  his 
house  that  evening. 

The  rain  had  not  ended  by  the  time  I drove  up  to 
the  Kourtland  estate,  and  I could  barely  see  the  circular 
road  leading  to  the  main  house,  an  ultra-modern  and 
expensive  building  constructed  within  the  last  ten 
years.  Upon  pressing  the  shield-shaped  bell  button, 
I could  hear  the  echo  of  the  chimes  from  within, 
followed  by  the  youthful  footsteps  of  Larry  approach- 
ing the  huge  front  door.  As  he  opened  the  portal,  I 
immediately  recognized  the  change  which  had  taken 
place  in  him  since  I had  last  seen  him  at  his  going- 
away  party.  That  had  taken  place  three  months 
earlier.  Of  course,  I said  nothing  concerning  his 
strange  appearance  and  carefully  asked  about  his 
family  and  himself. 

He  ushered  me  through  the  spacious,  well-lighted 
living  room  and  led  me  into  a rather  small  library 
— a room  overflowing  with  old  books  and  reading 
matter.  He  asked  me  to  be  seated,  and  I noticed  an 
even  stranger  difference  in  his  personality  than  there 
had  existed  in  earlier  meetings. 

Larry  and  I had  been  the  best  of  friends  before  his 
departure,  and  the  idea  of  his  calling  on  me  at  such 
a time  was  not  unusual. 

At  first  we  talked  of  general  items,  such  as  school, 
girls,  and  books.  But  then  he  asked  me  a very  strange 


question.  One,  which  I were  in  different  circum- 
stances, I would  have  laughed  at.  As  his  sincerity  was 
apparent,  I thought  about  it  and  answered.  He  asked 
me,  and  with  no  grin  upon  his  countenance,  if  I 
believed  in  ghosts.  Considering  the  ridiculousness  of 
the  question  and  his  sincerity,  I explained  that  there 
has  never  been  anybody  to  prove  the  nonexistence  of 
spirits  so  that  my  mind  was  open  to  research  on  the 
subject.  Evidently,  this  answer  satisfied  him,  and  he 
continued  to  relate  his  story.  In  his  studies  at  the 
University,  he  began,  the  science  of  mythology  was 
one  of  his  favorite  subjects.  Learning  about  the  an- 
cients, the  demigods,  and  the  gods  had  always  fascin- 
ated him.  He  had  read  the  Odyssey  several  times  and 
could  still  enjoy  the  adventures  of  Ulysses.  As  relaxa- 
tion, and  as  a hobby,  he  was  investigating  the  lives  of 
the  heroes  of  this  intriguing  study  of  mythology. 

One  afternoon,  as  he  had  been  browsing  through  an 
old  mythological  reference  book,  he  came  upon  a 
photograph  of  an  ancient  Greek,  beside  whom  w^as 
standing  an  animal. 

This  creature  looked  as  though  it  were  a lion,  with 
the  posterior  of  some  unknown  reptile.  The  startling 
fact  about  the  picture  w'as  not  the  "animar,  but  the 
Greek.  Larry  could  not  believe  his  vision,  for  the 
man  in  the  picture  had  the  same  features  as  he 
himself. 

A cold  sweat  coated  my  body,  and  I exclaimed  that 
the  boy  was  neither  a Greek  nor  a ghost.  Since  I dis- 
believed his  tale,  Larry  carefully  revealed  the  volume 
he  had  mentioned  and  opened  to  the  page  on  which 
was  printed  the  picture.  At  this  gesture,  my  blood 
curdled,  as  I saw  Larry’s  exact  likeness  in  the  photo- 
graph. Assuring  him  — and  at  the  same  time  trying 
to  convince  myself  — that  the  picture  was  probably 
a misprint  or  just  a coincidence,  I suggested  that  we 
call  some  of  the  gang  to  come  over,  which  we  did. 
At  the  conclusion  of  the  evening,  I left  Larry  in  a 
much  better  mood  than  the  one  in  which  I had  found 
him  in. 

The  question  of  the  validity  of  such  a picture, 
however,  still  lingered  in  my  mind,  and  mystified  me. 

{Continued  on  page  29) 
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Literary  Evaluations  . . . 

J^ineteenth  Century  Suylish  J^oudists 

by  RICHARD  J.  SILES,  ’63 


Today  when  writers  such  as  Tennessee  Williams, 
Harper  Lee,  Herman  Wouk,  and  Ernest  Hemingway 
are  receiving  the  majority  of  literary  attention,  many 
people  stare  vaguely  at  the  mention  of  names  such 
as  Thomas  Hardy,  William  Thackery,  or  Joseph 
Conrad. 

The  second  group  of  men  are  well-known  to 
students  of  literature.  They  belong  to  a group  of 
writers  known  as  the  Nineteenth  Century  English 
Novelists.  These  authors,  and  other  of  their  period, 
were  responsible  for  some  of  the  finest  literary  master- 
pieces ever  written.  Memorable  books  such  as  "Vanity 
Fair”  or  "The  Return  of  the  Native  ” should  be  well- 
known  to  all.  since  these  works  and  other  like  them, 
make  up  the  background  of  modern  literature. 

A common  argument  against  such  works  is  that 
they  are  outdated;  or  that  what  happened  then  has 
no  bearing  on  our  present  life.  This  is  a misconcep- 
tion. "The  Return  of  the  Native,”  for  example,  may 
be  considered  the  forerunner  of  the  twentieth  century 


psychological  novel.  It  was  from  these  earlier  works 
that  contemporary  writers  received  ideas  and  inspira- 
tion. 

An  intelligent  person  should  indulge  in  the  pleasure 
of  reading  these  earlier  novels  so  that  he  may  also 
be  able  to  perceive  the  motivating  force  behind  to- 
day’s novelist.  He  would  be  able  to  compare  subject 
matter,  style,  presentation,  and  other  points  of  like- 
ness or  dislikeness  between  the  two  periods. 

These  earlier  works  have  been  proven  by  time. 
One  hundred  years  after  they  were  written,  they  are 
still  considered  literary  "greats”.  Unlike  many  present 
works,  their  light  cannot  dim.  Experts  agree  that  their 
merit  is  unimpeachable. 

These  are  just  some  of  the  ways  that  the  value  of 
nineteenth  century  English  novels  can  be  proven.  The 
rest  is  up  to  you.  If  you  have  the  intelligence  and 
desire  for  cultural  enrichment,  I strongly  urge  you 
to  read  novels  of  that  period  in  your  leisure  time. 


or  ton  or  Gardner? 

by  RONNALD  C.  MAYERHOFER,  ’63 


When  was  the  last  time  you  took  a science  fiction 
book  from  a library  shelf,  gave  it  a perfunctory  glance, 
and  then  returned  it?  What  were  you  thinking  of 
when  you  did  so? 

It  seems  to  be  the  popular  opinion  that  science 
fiction  is  only  useless  trash  read  by  little  children 
to  further  their  day  dreams  and  add  new  zest  to 
their  games.  Yet  no  one  seems  welling  to  admit  that 
the  reading  of  comic  books,  scandalous  magazines,  and 
detective  fiction  — all  of  which  seem  to  prevail  on 
the  market  today  — has  become  as  much  a national 
pastime  as  television.  Actually,  science  fiction  has  a 
value  of  its  own  and  will  not  further  the  mind  if  read 
only  for  entertainment. 

Have  you  ever  read  a science  fiction  novel  of  a 
higher  value  than  can  be  found  in  the  average  mag- 


azine? It  is  true  that  many  science  fiction  stories 
deal  with  only  the  adventurous,  the  romantic,  the 
fantastically  impossible?  But  why  judge  a section  of 
literature  by  the  common  examples  read  by  people  in 
general,  most  of  whom  have  long  ago  lost  the  habit 
of  reading  or  desire  to  read.  You  wouldn’t  consider 
the  classics  as  valueless  simply  because  you  dislike 
Dickens,  or  because  you  read  a book  which  was 
not  a classic  in  the  true  sense  of  the  word. 

Science  ficition  has  its  roots  in  such  famous  works 
as  Plato’s  "Republic”  and  Moore’s  "Utopia.”  Yet  it 
is  an  unsung  member  of  the  literary  world.  Why  this 
is  so  I can  only  venture  to  guess.  It  might  be  simply 
because  the  general  public  has  not  bothered  to  look 
deeper  than  the  surface  plot  of  a story. 

{Continued  on  page  27) 
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An  Interview  With  Mr.  Kaufman 


by  SETH  DARTLY,  ’63 


Candid  by  SIDNEY  J.  FELDMAN,  ’64 


One  of  the  newest  and  most  outstanding  additions 
to  the  teaching  staff  of  Boston  English  is  Mr.  Kauf- 
man, the  head  of  the  Science  Department.  In  a world 
like  ours,  where  there  is  an  increasing  emphasis  on 
science,  our  school  is  indeed  very  formnate  to  have 
such  a distinguished  man  as  Mr.  Kaufman  as  both 
instructor  and  head  of  department. 

Wanting  to  get  Mr.  Kaufman’s  opinions  of  the 
school,  I first  asked,  "As  an  instructor,  what  do  you 
think  of  English  High?’” 

"Well,  being  a former  graduate  of  English  High, 
I must  say  that  things  have  changed  quite  a bit  since 
I was  at  the  old  building  on  Montgomery  Street.  As  a 
whole,  I like  the  school,  although  I would  like  to  see 
some  improvements  in  the  building.  As  we  all  know, 
we  are  overcrowded;  I would  like  to  see  the  size  of 
classes  cut  down  to  a more  ideal  size.” 

Since  science  is  so  much  a part  of  our  daily  lives, 
I asked  Mr.  Kaufman  his  opinion  about  science  as  it 
is  today. 

"It’s  going  to  have  to  change,  whether  we  like  it 
or  not.  With  new  data  being  discovered,  it  is  pretty 
sure  that  even  the  science  taught  now  will  be  con- 
siderably different  in  the  next  few  years.” 

"There  has  been  some  complaining  that  high  school 
students  are  not  being  prepared  well  for  their  college 
boards.  How  do  you  feel  about  that  statement?” 

"It  is  not  completely  the  fault  of  the  high  school; 


it  is  chiefly  caused  by  pressure  from  the  colleges. 
Years  ago  the  students  could  take  their  boards  in  their 
senior  year;  now  more  and  more  schools  are  asking 
for  them  in  their  junior  year.  1 think  this  business 
of  pushing  the  test  into  the  junior  year  is  hard  on 
both  the  student  and  the  teacher.” 

The  controversy  over  nuclear  testng  prompted  my 
next  question.  "How  do  you  stand  in  the  recent  con- 
troversy, as  to  whether  we  should  test  or  not?” 

"It’s  more  of  a political  argument  than  a scientific 
one.  I don’t  know  — there  are  two  groups  calling  — 
which  side  is  right.  I have  never  seen  any  real  proof 
to  back  up  either  side.  They  just  don’t  have  enough 
information.  I would  like  to  see  some  more  reports 
on  the  matter.  We  just  don’t  know  what  the  affect 
of  this  stuff  would  be  over  a long  period  of  time; 
we  need  more  information.  It  is  one  of  those  things 
you  can’t  decide  either  way.  Genetics  tell  us  that 
so  many  things  can  go  wrong;  others  say  that  with  or 
without  testing,  things  can  always  go  wrong.  It  is 
a difficult  issue  to  come  to  some  conclusion  on.”' 

”Of  course  there  have  been  some  results  of  nuclear 
testing  which  have  been  beneficial.  One  of  the  recent 
ones  was  the  atomic  pow'er  plant  finished  up  in  Maine. 
Things  like  that  are  good  and  should  be  done.” 

Not  wanting  to  get  a one-sided  interview,  I asked 
another  kind  of  question.  "What  do  you  do  in  your 
spare  time?” 

{Continued  on  page  30) 
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M Untimely 

by  STRATOS  D.  VALAKIS,  JR.,  ’64 


Illustrations  by  WILLIAM  J.  FORD,  ’64 


As  he  walked  briskly  down  the  street,  Mr.  Syn- 
chronius  glanced  at  his  watch  quickly,  and  with  deep 
concern.  "Just  one  and  a half  minutes  left  to  get  to 
the  stop,”  he  thought  aloud.  "If  my  past  timings  are 
adhered  to  this  morning,  I should  have  no  less  than 
ten  seconds  to  wait,”  he  continued  as  he  walked  on 
to  the  stop.  As  he  reached  the  stop,  again  he  checked 
his  watch.  To  his  astonishment  he  still  had  fifteen 
seconds  before  te  bus  would  arrive.  "I  can  sleep  an 
extra  few  minutes  tomorrow  morning,”  he  .said  — 
rather  murtered  to  himself  quietly,  unknowingly,  iron- 
ically. The  bus  arrived  and  as  Mr.  Synchronius  boarded 
it,  he  looked  at  his  timepiece  and  discovered  the  8:40 
was  on  time  as  usual.  "Ah,”  he  sighed  as  he  seated 
himself,  "in  just  twenty  minutes  I shall  be  at  the 
office.”'  Continually,  during  the  ride,  perhaps  un- 
consciously, he  gazed  at  his  watch  and  persisted  in 
muttering  to  himself.  Stepping  off  the  bus  he  again 
affixed  his  gaze  upon  the  globular  disc  with  its  illum- 
inated dial.  Satisfied  with  his  progress  rhus  far,  he 
thought  about  his  morning  schedule  carefully.  "Let’s 
see  now;  rise  and  shine  at  7:50;  wash,  dress,  and  sit 
down  to  breakfast  at  8:05;  finish  eating  at  8:15;  wash 
my  dentures,  take  my  dose  of  digitalis,  gather  my 
papers  and  brief  case,  say  good-bye  to  Hora,  see  that 
the  two  little  darlin’s  Eon  and  Era  listen  to  their 
mother  .She’s  been  a good  mother  and  a darn  good 
wife  to  me,  too.  Hora — boy  was  I lucky  ro  find  a girl 


like  her,  and  me  in  my  late  forties.  Time  was  all  it 
took,  time  and  a lot  of  "it.’  Then  a deep  sigh.  Well, 
now,  where  was  I?  I,  I,  oh  yeah,  I leave  at  8:28,  catch 
the  bus  at  8:40,  get  off  at  8:54,  a four  minute  walk 
to  the  office  building,  a minute  in  the  elevator,  and 
I check  in  at  nine  on  the  nose.” 

During  the  day  it  was  not  out  of  the  ordinary  to 
catch.  Mr.  Synchronius,  who  was  the  firm’s  best 
accountant,  having  been  with  the  firm  for  thirty-five 
years,  staring  at  the  clock  periodically,  almost  as  if  he 
had  been  put  under  a mysterious  spell  by  unseen 
powers  for  no  apparent  motive,  as  he  rubbed  his  quite 
bald  pate  and  let  his  thick  rimmed  bi-focals  slip  down 
to  the  tip  of  his  proboscis.  The  other  workers  looked 
upon  him  almost  as  oddly  as  he  loked  at  the  time  — 
as  if  he  were  in  a race  against  time. 

When  six  ’clock  rolled  around,  you  could  count  on 
his  having  his  time-card  punched  first.  But  on  this 
day  a new  office  boy.  Cherub,  beat  Mr.  Synchronius 
to  the  punch  — punch  clock,  that  is.  This  erroneous 
act  infuriated  our  time  honoring  subject,  Mr.  Syn- 
chronius, so  that  he  came  near  to  striking  the  poor 
lad,  who  knew  nothing  of  the  accepted  custom  of  Mr. 
Synchronius’  checking  out  first.  "Are  you  crazy?  You 
fool,  idiot!!  Do  you  know  what  you  have  done?  Get 
out  of  my  sight.  I don’t  want,  ever,  to  see  you  near 
me!” 

But  this  outburst  and  rage  was,  of  a sudden, 
quelched  as  Mr.  Synchronius  clutched  at  his  chest  and 
staggered.  He  grasped  the  edge  of  a desk  to  steady 


{Continued  on  page  28) 
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Drawings  by  MARK  C.  BELLEROSE,  ’64 

FOOTBALL 

by  ALAN  L.  BUTTERS,  ’63 


THE  ENGLISH  HIGH  SCHOOL  VARSITY  FOOTBALL  SQUAD  OF  1962 

Fourth  Row:  Paul  Theodore,  Manager;  Bill  Manley,  Bob  Lauka,  Bill  Duffy,  Gary  Krause, 
Tony  Bombadieri,  McArthur  Mitchell,  Emilio  Scott,  Bob  McDonough,  Assistant  Manager. 
Third  Row:  Sam  Penta,  Assistant  Manager,  Mike  LoPresti,  Dick  Medwar,  Bob  Odoardi, 
Tom  Abrams,  Matt  O’Malley,  Steve  Dixon,  Willie  Davis,  Mike  Tarsi,  Assistant  Manager. 
Second  Row:  Coach  Fred  Gillis,  Tim  Pukt,  Jim  McCool,  Neil  McLaughlin,  Ed  Powers, 
Henry  Stefano,  Marty  Parlon,  Jim  Heelen,  Larry  Ayers,  John  McQueeney,  Coach  Joe  King. 
Front  Row:  Clyde  Dempsey,  Ed  East,  Frank  Veino,  Preston  Johnson,  Barry  Hickman, 
Co-Captain,  Joseph  Capprini,  Leroy  Wilson,  Ben  Marks,  Arthur  Angeles,  Headmaster 
Joseph  L.  Malone. 


English  Bombs  Groton,  22-0,  in  the  Rain 

The  talented  English  High  eleven  successfully 
opened  its  1963  football  season  by  downing  Groton 
School  22-0  at  Groton.  This  win  enabled  the  Blue 
and  Blue  to  raise  their  undefeated  streak  to  eight 
straight  games.  Junior  Ben  Marks  was  the  big  gun, 
scoring  two  touchdowns  and  adding  two  extra  points 
Art  Angeles  scored  the  final  touchdown  for  the 
Double  Blue.  After  the  first  period,  the  field  became 
a sea  of  mud  because  of  the  heavy  rains  preceding 
the  game.  It  was  the  Englishmen’s  great  defense  that 


helped  to  preserve  the  victory.  The  defensive  line,  led 
by  Co-Capt.  Joe  Caprino,  Erand  'Veino  and  Butch 
McQueeney,  played  brilliantly.  Co-Capt.  and  quarter- 
back Barry  Hickman  did  a fine  job  calling  the  plays. 
The  longest  run  of  the  game  was  turned  in  by  Art 
Angeles  as  he  scampered  eighty  yards  to  the  Groton 
three  yard  line  before  being  hauled  down  from  be- 
hind. After  the  game,  the  boys  were  given  refresh- 
ments before  heading  home.  Stars  for  the  Blue  and 
Blue  were  Ben  Marks,  Art  Angeles,  Joe  Caprini, 
Barry  Hickman  and  Frank  Veino. 
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This  was  indeed  an  auspicious  beginning  for  a 
team  that  was  bent  on  equalling  last  year’s  unbeaten 
record. 

English  Storms  Dorchester  Heights  — 

Beats  South  Boston,  14-6 

On  Oct.  12,  the  Blue  and  Blue  invaded  the  District 
League  to  play  South  Boston  High  School.  Before  a 
large  crowd  at  White  Stadium,  we  defeated  the  per- 
ennial District  League  Champions,  14  to  6.  The 
Double  Blue  attack  was  turned  back  several  times 
because  of  fumbles  .The  fast  charging  and  hard 
tackling  of  the  big  Southie  line  was  responsible  for 
many  of  these  miscues.  Ben  Marks  scored  English’s 
first  touchdown,  and  the  score  remained  tied,  six  to 
six,  at  half  time 

Neither  team  was  able  to  get  a sustained  drive 
going  in  the  third  quarter.  With  only  two  minutes 
left  to  play,  English  was  in  danger  of  having  its  win 
streak  spoiled  with  a tie.  But  just  as  the  official  gave 
each  bench  the  two  minute  warning,  the  Double  Blue 
began  its  victory  drive.  We  reached  the  South  Boston 
eleven  yard  line  and  had  a first  down  with  only  one 
minute  left  to  play.  Preston  Johnson  cracked  over 
tackle  and  raced  eleven  yards  for  the  score.  Barry 
Hickman  went  around  end  for  the  two  extra  points. 
The  clock  ran  out  shortly  thereafter,  and  the  Blue 
and  Blue  had  stormed  the  heights  to  victory,  14  to  6. 

Frank  "Veino,  Toe  Caprini  and  Butch  McQueeney 
were  standouts  on  defense.  Preston  lohnson  and  Ben 
Marks  once  again  were  the  big  offensive  guns  foi 
English. 

English  Eats  Eaglets,  8-0 

Friday  November  2 saw  the  Blue  and  Blue  tangling 
with  the  Eaglets  of  B.C.  High.  This  game  featured 
the  only  two  unbeaten  teams  in  the  city  league. 

The  first  quarter  was  a battle  of  lines  .The  English- 
men could  not  get  a sustained  drive  going,  and  the 
vaunted  B.C.  High  attack  was  held  to  three  yards 
rushing  by  the  great  Double  Blue  defense.  Late  in 
the  second  period  the  Blue  recovered  a fumble  on  the 
Eaglet  ten  yard  line,  but  we  were  unable  to  push 
the  ball  across  for  a score.  In  the  fourth  quarter  B.C. 
High  got  its  only  drive  started.  They  marched  to  the 
English  twelve  yard  line  only  to  be  turned  back  by 
our  great  defense.  With  only  a minute  to  go  B.C. 
High  had  a fourth  down  and  eight  yards  to  go.  The 
Eaglets  punted,  and  Co-Capt.  Barry  Hickman  dropped 
back  to  the  English  thirty-five  yard  line  to  make  the 
catch.  With  the  aid  of  a good  block  he  was  able  to 
sidestep  three  tacklers  and  head  for  the  side  lines. 


Then  cutting  sharply  to  his  right,  he  eluded  three 
more  tacklers.  The  last  would-be  tackier  grabbed  him 
by  the  ankle,  but  our  captain  was  not  to  be  denied. 
He  spun  loose  and  ran  down  the  sidelines  65  yards 
for  the  only  touchdown  of  the  game.  Half-back 
Preston  Tohnson  bulled  his  way  over  for  the  extra 
points  to  make  it  8-0.  On  the  next  series  of  downs 
our  great  defense  held  the  Eaglets  in  check,  and 
the  clock  ran  out  with  English  winning,  8-0. 

The  newly  formed  'Victory  Club,  complete  with 
drums  and  bugles  w'as  present  and  helped  cheer  the 
team  to  victory.  Star  of  the  day  was  Barry  Hickman. 
The  line  from  end  to  end  was  brilliant  — Butch 
McQuceney,  Larry  Ayres,  Eddie  East,  Clyde  De.mpsey, 
Frank  Veino,  Leroy  Wilson,  Co-Capt.  Joe  Caprini, 
Bob  McCool,  and  MacArthur  Mitchell  — all  were 
outstanding  .Art  Angeles  at  quarterback  did  a fine 
job  calling  the  plays  and  directing  the  team.  All  in 
all  it  was  a great  day  for  English. 


THE  RECORD 


17 


Halfback  Jim  Keelon  picks  up  valuable  yard- 
age for  Double  Blue. 


Frank  Veino  (64)  and  Barry  Hickman  (22)  close 
in  on  Tech  runner. 


Bu+ch  Angeles  scores  touchdown  for  Blue  & 
Blue  behind  excellent  blocking. 


Butch  McQueeney  (85)  and  Barry  Hickman 
(22)  move  up  fast  to  put  Tech  runner  down 
for  no  gain. 


CROSS  COUNTRY 


by  ROBERT  D.  DONAHUE,  ’63 


The  scoring  of  Cross  Country  goes  as  follows.  The 
least  amount  of  points  for  a team  wins  the  meet.  Only 
the  first  five  men  from  a team  are  counted  in  the  scor- 
ing. The  team  with  the  first  five  men  over  the  finish 
line  first,  wins. 

English  20,  Trade  41 

The  first  meet  was  a victory  for  the  English  Har- 
riers in  a year.  Trade  had  two  boys  in  the  top  ten, 
and.  we  captured  the  other  eight.  Donahue  was  first, 
with  sopohmore  Leonard  second.  Their  times  were 
14;  00  and  14:42  respectively.  The  next  three  men 
were  Ward,  14:44,  Russell  Smith,  14:45,  and  Ronald 
Dixon,  14:46.  Others  that  broke  16  minutes  were 
Newbold,  14:53,  Ross,  15:06,  White,  15:12,  and 
Maffio,  15:17. 

Tech  19,  English  42 

On  a rainy  day  the  young  team  with  only  two 
seniors  suffered  their  first  loss  to  Tech.  They  ran  the 
2 mile  course.  Co-Capt.  Donahue  and  Co-Capt. 
Fowler  were  first  and  second  with  times  of  10:30  and 
10:31  respectively.  Others  that  scored  for  the  Blue 
and  Blue  were  White,  11:27;  Browne,  11:31;  and 
Le  Blanc,  11:40.  The  rain  scared  away  a few  of  the 
boys  who  should  have  run. 

English  34,  Latin  39,  Trade  79 

October  12,  1962 

On  Columbus  Day,  Co-Capt  John  Fowler  took  over 
for  the  Blue  and  Blue  with  Donahue  30  seconds  be- 
hind him.  Browne,  Ross,  and  Newbold,  three  sopho- 
mores placed  3rd,  4th,  and  5th  respectively.  These 
boys  promise  to  be  a strong  team  in  the  future. 

CITY  MEET 

Tech  22,  E.H.S.  46,  Latin  86,  Trade  96 

A strong  Tech  dumped  the  English  Harriers. 
Donahue  was  first  in  13:47,  finally  breaking  the  14:00 
minute  mark,  with  Fowler  second  for  us  in  14:06. 
Newbold  ran  his  best  race,  trying  to  catch  Tech’s 
fifth  man.  His  time  was  14:23.  Leonard,  another 
sophomore,  was  fourth  in  14:30,  with  Browne  behind 
him  in  14:46.  Some  of  the  other  men  that  broke  16 
minutes  were  Dixon,  14:49,  White  14:52,  Le  Blanc 
15:04,  Maffio  15:14,  and  Steve  Canto  finally  breaking 
15:30. 


REGGIES 

Tech  22,  E.H.S.  65,  Latin  105,  J.P.  125, 
Trade  1 50,  Charlestown  132 
October  19,  1962 

It  was  a windy  day  in  the  low  40's,  and  a very 
strong  Tech  team  again  beat  our  Harriers.  Co-Capt. 
Bob  Donahue  ran  his  best  time  on  this  course  with  a 
13:20,  coming  in  third  behind  Mike  Dunn,  his  rival 
in  indoor  track,  and  Mike  Meagher,  his  neighbor.. 
Dixon  ran  his  best  race,  placing  second  for  his  team 
with  a time  of  14:35.  Brown,  Leonard,  and  Maffiio 
ran  14:  39,  14:46  and  14:47  respectively.  Maffio  ran 
a very  good  race,  trying  to  make  the  State  Meet  team. 
Le  Blanc,  14:53;  Newbold,  14:54;  Rabbitt,  15:28; 
Dechisso,  15:35;  and  Whitty,  15:43,  were  the  others 
breaking  16  minutes. 

The  team  had  a fairly  successful  season,  considering 
that  many  boys  did  not  run  when  they  should  have. 
Alan  Marston  tried  very  hard,  but  had  bad  luck  be- 
cause he  ran  into  a tree  when  he  was  leading  the  race. 
This  incident  hurt  our  team,  because  Alan  was  our 
third  man. 
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Sophomores  at  the 
Catholic  Memorial  Invitation  Meet 


Co-Captain  Donahue  Sprints  By  Opponents 


j 

I 
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Photography  by  KENNETH  W.  O’DONOGHUE,  '64 


CREW 


by  STEPHEN  A.  BORKOWSKI,  ’63 


The  ’62  fall  crew  season  opened  on  the  third  day 
of  school,  with  Mr  .Ruggiero  in  charge.  Hampered 
by  the  absence  of  experienced  oarsmen,  Mr.  Ruggiero 
was  hard  pressed  to  put  together  a winning  crew  to 
defend  the  Championship.  'With  a new  first  boat  and 
a sophomore  second  boat  against  Tech’s,  Trade’s  and 
Latin’s  experienced  oarsmen,  English  had  hardly  com- 
pleted their  first  practice  when  they  realized  that  they 
were  confronted  with  a very  tough  season.  Trouble 
came  from  an  unexpected  quarter. 

’\X'"ith  the  season  little  more  than  a week  old,  the 
first  race  started,  with  English,  Tech,  and  Latin  fight- 
ing for  first  place.  The  race  turned  out  to  be  a test 
of  endurance,  with  power  taking  a secondary  roll.  Al- 


though the  race  was  close  all  the  way  down  the  course. 
Technical  manged  to  win  by  less  than  three  feet  in 
the  first  boat  race,  and  then  take  the  second  boat  race, 
leaving  English  with  two  second  places  for  the  day. 

The  second  race  was  a repetition  of  the  first,  with  a 
much  underrated  Trade  crew  taking  third  place.  The 
third,  and  final,  race  of  the  season  was  scheduled  for 
the  following  week,  but  because  of  the  heavy  rains 
there  was  no  race  that  week,  and  it  was  postponed 
until  the  following  week.  The  postponed  race  was 
held  after  only  three  days  of  practice  in  two  weeks. 
The  day  ended  with  English  taking  a second  in  the 
first  boat  race,  and  losing  the  Championship  to 
Technical. 
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{Continued  from  page  7) 

a small  boat  all  summer  in  Boston  Harbor,  gave  me 
an  interesting  twelve  months  each  year  with  studies 
taking  second  place. 

As  I look  back  now,  my  teachers  must  have  been 
very  tolerant  and  patient.  They  were  quite  surprised 
when  1 informed  them  that  my  family  wanted  me  to 
go  to  the  Naval  Academy  and  I thought  it  was  a good 
idea  because  in  addition  to  receiving  a good  education, 
I would  be  able  to  continue  with  my  sports  and,  add 
sailing  to  the  list.  One  very  sympatheic  teacher  gave 
me  some  advice  which  I have  never  forgotten.  He  said 
I would  never  pass  the  Naval  Academy  exams  unless 
I learned  how  to  study  and  settled  down  to  work. 
After  graduation  from  English  High,  I went  to  an 
old-fashioned  preparatory  school  in  Annapolis  which 
specialized  in  preparing  boys  to  pass  the  entrance 
exams.  After  a few  days  at  the  school  I found  out  how 
right  my  teacher  was.  I never  spent  a busier  eight 
months  in  my  life.  I ditched  all  sports  and  worked  my 
head  off  and  managed  to  pass  the  entrance  exams. 
Perhaps  even  more  important,  I learned  how  to  study 
and  learned  that  if  you  want  to  improve  yourself  there 
is  no  substitute  for  hard  work. 

However,  my  problems  were  not  over.  When  I took 
my  physical  exams  the  following  June,  the  Navy 
doctors  said  the  vision  in  my  right  eye  was  two  feet 
below  requirements.  They  said  I could  take  a final 
re-exam  the  first  week  in  September  .My  parents  sent 
me  to  a little  town  in  New  Hampshire  called  Center 
Barnstead,  to  live  with  a farmer  who  took  in  summer 
boarders,  as  they  called  the  tourists  in  those  days.  I 
had  orders  from  our  family  doctor  not  to  read  — just 
roam  the  hills,  swim  at  Alton  Bay  and  above  all,  stay 
away  from  electric  lights.  Kerosene  lamps  were  the 
only  lighting  at  the  farm.  I returned  to  Boston  the 
day  after  Labor  Day  and  took  my  re-exam.  It  was  a 
clear,  bright  day.  I was  still  a border-line  case  and 
the  Navy  doctor,  who  was  a captain,  ordered  the 
hospital  corpsman  to  remove  the  eye  chart  from  the 
wall  and  take  it  outdoors  behind  the  building.  The 
doctor  measured  off  twenty  feet;  the  corpsman  held 
the  chart  against  the  wall,  and  the  captain  said  — 


"Now  son,  can  you  read  it?”  I could  and  three  days 
later  I was  on  my  way  to  Annapolis  and  very  happy. 

I believe  there  are  two  morals  to  this  story;  one  is 
the  sympathetic  understanding  an  consideration  of  the 
Navy  captain  ( which  I have  never  forgotten ) and 
which  1 have  tried  to  emulate  throughout  my  Navy 
career.  The  other  moral  is  that  I was  unaware  that 
the  physical  exam  was  equally  as  important  as  the 
mental  exam  and  that  I should  have  had  a thorough 
physical  exam  earlier.  I did  have  my  eyes  tested  dur- 
ing my  last  year  at  English  but  was  unaware  thar  in 
burning  the  midnight  oil,  so  to  speak,  in  preparing 
for  my  mental  exams,  I had  badly  strained  my  eyes. 

The  four  years  at  the  Naval  Academy  with  its 
discipline,  regulations,  and  esprit  de  corps  were  the 
most  formulative  years  of  my  life.  The  summer  cruises 
to  foreign  lands  were  most  interesting  even  though 
we  worked  hard.  In  those  days  we  cruised  in  coal- 
burning battleships.  One  half  of  the  crew  was  re- 
moved and  the  midshipmen  replaced  them.  We 
scrubbed  decks,  shovelled  coal  in  the  firerooms  and 
slept  in  hammocks.  This  practical  experience  was  just 
as  important  as  our  studies.  An  officer  in  the  Navy 
must  know  how  things  are  done  before  he  can  super- 
vise others.  Of  course,  this  is  true  in  all  professions. 
I wculd  also  like  to  add  that  these  cruises  also  af- 
forded us  an  opportunity  to  learn  about  people  both 
aboard  ship  and  in  foreign  countries.  This  was  a 
marvelous  indoctrination  as  I look  back  over  the  years 
because  learning  to  handle  people  is  perhaps  the  most 
important  part  of  an  officer’s  duty  and  responsibility. 

The  four  years  at  the  Naval  Academy  passed  al- 
together too  quickly  and  then  one  June  morning  I 
became  a full-fledged  ensign  in  the  United  States 
Navy.  I was  never  better  able  to  command  the  United 
States  Fleet  than  I was  that  June  morning.  Everything 
seemed  rather  simple,  uncomplicated,  and  either  black 
or  white  — no  shades  in  between.  Since  then  I have 
learned  otherwise. 

My  seasoning,  as  with  most  people,  came  with  ex- 
perience which  unfortunately  is  generally  associated 
with  age.  The  ingredients  of  my  seasoning  were  many 
and  at  various  times.  Perhaps  the  most  important  of 
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all  was  when  I finally  learned  that  leadership  and 
responsibility  go  hand-in-hand  and  that  both  require 
accountability  for  one's  action.  Some  of  the  ingredients 
were  poured  in  the  pot  when  I was  aide  to  Admiral 
Leahy  when  he  commanded  the  United  States  Fleet 
in  1937.  The  pot  was  stirred  considerably  when  the 
British  convoy  I was  riding  was  bombed  and  ships 
were  damaged  and  sunk  off  the  coast  of  Scotland  on 
my  way  to  England  in  the  summer  of  1940  — my 
first  time  under  fire.  More  seasoning  was  added  when 
I arrived  in  England  just  after  the  fall  of  Dunkirk 
and  saw  at  first  hand  the  determination  and  will  of 
the  British  people  to  survive  and  win.  The  pot  was 
stirred  again  during  the  Bismark  episode  when  I 
saw  the  magnificent  determination  and  courage  of  the 
British  Fleet  to  avenge  the  sinking  of  the  Hood,  a 
battle  cruiser  1 left  only  a month  earlier. 

Of  course,  the  main  ingredients  resulted  from  our 
own  participation  in  World  War  II,  where  from  a 
destroyer  bridge  I observed  the  courageous  actions  of 
our  marines  and  sailors  in  the  Pacific.  Finally  came 
the  post-war  years  when  I received  a liberal  education 
in  dealing  not  only  with  the  military  but  other 
branches  of  government.  I consider  myself  most 
fortunate  and  would  not  swap  my  experiences  with 
the  president  of  any  of  our  large  companies  — 
even  despite  the  financial  aspects.  After  all,  money 
is  not  the  ultimate  goal  — as  long  as  you  live  hon- 
estly and  have  enough  to  keep  the  sheriff  from  the 
door. 

Today’s  Navy  is  vastly  different  but  the  importance 
of  the  basic  fundamentals  remains  unchanged.  In- 
cluded in  these  fundamentals  are  leadership,  responsi- 
bility, and  a thorough  knowledge  of  your  job  regard- 
less of  whether  you  are  an  officer  or  an  enlisted  man, 
dedication  and  integrity.  General  MacArthur  ex- 
pressed the  essential  attributes  far  better  than  anyone 
I have  read  or  heard  in  his  famous  speech  a few 
months  ago  at  West  Point.  His  explanation  of  "Duty- 
Honor-Country”  is  one  of  the  finest  addresses  of  this 
century. 

Yes,  our  ships  and  aircraft  have  changed.  They 


have  to  change  if  we  are  to  be  ready  and  responsive 
in  this  modern  era  of  technology,  with  guided  missiles, 
nuclear  power  and  atomic  weapons  of  all  types.  In- 
dividual bunks  have  replaced  hammocks.  Practically 
all  of  our  ships  are  now  or  soon  will  be  air-condi- 
tioned. Cafeterias  and  modern  refrigeration  permit 
ships  to  cruise  for  months  and  still  furnish  all  hands 
excellent  food  three  times  a day.  The  technological 
advances  in  guided  missiles  systems,  computers, 
nuclear  power,  etc.,  require  that  we  enroll  only  the 
most  competent  people  in  the  Navy,  both  officer  and 
enlisted.  Enlisted  men,  for  example,  should  not  only 
have  a high  school  education  but  they  also  must  have 
the  mental  capacity  to  absorb  the  equivalent  of  at 
least  two  years  of  college  education.  They  will  receive 
this  eouivalent  in  Navy  schools  because  it  is  e.ssential 
if  they  are  to  operate  and  maintain  our  modern 
eouipment. 

We  are  almost  on  the  eve  of  Veterans  Day,  a 
day  set  aside  to  honor  the  veterans  of  all  wars,  with 
particular  emphasis  on  those  who  have  made  the 
supreme  sacrifice  and  who  made  it  possible  for  us  to 
enjoy  freedom  — however  tenuous  it  may  be  today.  I 
am  certain  that  if  these  men  could  return  and  review 
our  Navy  of  today  and  also  the  other  branches  of  the 
Armed  Forces,  they  would  cast  a vote  of  approval  at 
wha-  they  saw.  The  would  further  enjoin  us  to  always 
be  n-epared  and  on  guard  to  defend  our  way  of  life. 
I assure  you,  as  they  would,  that  a strong  military 
posrure  is  the  best  guarantee  to  protect  our  country. 
Military  power  by  itself  is,  of  course,  not  the  complete 
answer.  A strong  country  from  the  viewpoint  of  its 
economy,  character,  moral  fiber,  integrity,  and  above 
all,  education,  are  also  essential. 

The  veterans  of  yesterday  appreciated  the  true 
meaning  of  the  word  "responsibility”.  Likewise,  our 
veterans  of  today  realize  the  true  significance  of  this 
word.  The  veterans  of  yesterday  were  aware,  and  the 
veterans  of  today  understand  that  we  are  the  trustees 
of  a great  heritage  of  freedom,  a legacy  of  liberty 
which  brings  with  it  not  only  the  obligation  to  sustain 
the  concept  of  freedom,  but  also  the  responsibility  to 
strengthen  it,  to  advance  it,  and  to  pass  it  on  intact 
to  those  who  follow  us. 

Never  in  the  history  of  mankind  has  the  challenge 
{Continued  on  page  24) 
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to  human  freedom  been  greater  than  it  is  today.  You 
are  growing  up  in  a world  in  which  political,  social, 
and  technical  changes  are  taking  place  with  baffling 
rapidity.  I cannot  imagine  the  circumstances  which 
will  exist  in  the  future,  but  I am  convinced  that  there 
will  be  no  change  in  the  fundamental  humaa  values 
which  will  be  required  to  solve  the  problems  of  the 
day.  Of  one  thing  we  can  be  sure,  as  time  goes  on, 
you  will  assume  greater  and  greater  respsonsibilities 
as  Americans.  No  matter  where  your  interests  may 
take  you  in  the  years  to  come  — no  matter  how  di- 
vergent your  pursuits  may  become  — you  all  have  in 
common  certain  responsibilities  and  oblgiations  as 
Americans,  — responsibilties  to  God,  to  your  parents, 
to  your  country,  to  your  fellow  man,  and  to  your- 
selves. You  will  never  be  able  to  avoid  these  re- 
spnsibilities. 

Before  long  you  will  be  making  basic  decisions  as 


to  your  future.  Shall  I fulfill  my  military  obligations 
now  or  wait  until  later?  Perhaps  after  college?  If  1 
go  to  college,  shall  I go  to  a college  which  has  an 
ROTC  and  begin  my  training  as  an  officer  and  serve 
in  one  of  the  military  services  after  graduation?  When 
my  required  service  is  about  over  — shall  I make  the 
military  service  a career?  These  basic  questions  are 
yours  to  answer  within  the  next  few  years.  Whatever 
your  decision  and  whatever  your  career  turns  out  to 
be,  I sincerely  hope  you  derive  as  much  satisfaction 
and  happiness  as  I have  after  forty-one  years  in  the 
Navy.  Also,  whatever  your  decision  may  be,  I would 
like  to  again  emphasize  the  importance  of  learning 
to  study  now  — of  getting  a good  education  — and 
acquiring  the  ability  to  understand  and  get  along  with 
people.  I can  perhaps  sum  up  my  feelings  best  by 
saying  that  if  I could  roll  back  the  clock  and  sit  with 
you,  I would  again  make  the  Navy  my  career. 

To  each  and  every  one  of  you  the  very  best  of  luck 
now  and  always.  Here’s  hoping  for  victory  when  we 
meet  Latin  on  Thanksgiving  Day! 


Exchanges . . . 


The  Register,  Boston  Latin  School,  Boston,  Mass. 

The  most  striking  feature  of  the  magazine  is  its 
fairly  liberal  editorial,  "Sana  Societas”,  followed  up  by 
an  appraisal  of  "Commando  Kelly”.  First  you  read  of 
conscientious  citizens  objecting  to  the  horrors  of 
nuclear  war  and  the  present  day  arms  race,  and  then 
you  read  a quote  by  Colonel  Kelley  to  the  effect 
that  "We  must  never  relent  in  the  arms  race;  once 
we  do,  we’fe  dead.” 


The  Penman,  Washington-Lee  High  School,  Arling- 
ton, Virginia. 

"The  Penman”  is  a well-illustrated  magazine  con- 
taining two  or  three  excellent  articles  and  many  ex- 
tremely well-written  poems. 

Two  of  the  articles,  "Political  Psychology”,  by  Ted 
Bahn,  and  the  "National  Interest",  by  H.  Kenneth 
Burton,  show  exceptional  talent  and  tact,  and  con- 
siderable foresight. 
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of  the  dock  I sat,  slumped  deeply  in  the  grey  pad- 
ding of  my  chair.  Above  my  head  was  a large  chan- 
delier which  cast  light  in  such  a way  that  the  shadow 
of  my  head  was  about  two  feet  in  front  of  me. 
Directly  perpendicular  in  front  of  me  was  the  large 
cumbersome  chamber  door,  above  which  rested  a bust 
of  the  great  goddess  Pallas,  blackened  with  age,  and 
above  that,  in  a niche,  was  a candelabra  which  threw- 
the  shadow  of  the  head  of  Pallas  about  two  inches 
apart  from  mine  on  the  floor.  The  entire  room  was 
sad,  but  not  half  so  forlorn  as  the  feeling  which  I 
felt  in  my  heart.  The  sullenness  of  my  chamber  w-as 
only  a brief  reflection  of  the  sullenness  I felt.  Sorrow 
I felt  for  my  lost,  beloved  wife.  Her  beautiful 
image  remained  constant  in  my  memory,  and  I could 
still  see  and  hear  her  in  my  soul. 

Ah,  distinctly  I recall,  it  was  in  the  bleak  December 
that  1 brought  the  evergreen  tree  just  inside  my 
chamber  door.  Oh,  how  I remember  the  excitement 
w'hich  radiated  through  her  clear  eyes,  as  I prepared 
the  tree  to  celebrate  Christmas.  Lenore  had  just 
made  a large  pot  of  popcorn  to  be  strung  and  used  as 
decoration  for  the  tree.  I remember  how  she  slapped 
my  hand  when  I tried  to  consume  a few  morsels  of 
the  popcorn.  She  then  went  and  got  the  little  glass 
balls  that  sparkled  and  reflected  the  candle  light. 
Everything  was  prepared  for  the  celebration  the  next 
day.  I remember  how  the  present  I was  giving  her 
accidently  fell  from  my  hands  and  opened  in  Lenore’s 
full  view.  It  was  a gold  embroidered  crest  of  her 
family.  The  gold  figure  in  the  center  was  a stately 
Raven. 

However,  that  wasn’t  important.  The  next  thing 
to  do  was  to  elevate  the  tree.  I took  an  ax  from 
beside  me  and  began  to  trim  the  tree  trunk.  Lenore 
still  laughed  over  the  spilling  of  the  present,  as  I 
cut.  Each  blow  echoed.  Then,  something  dreadful 
happened!  The  ax-head  spun  off  on  the  down  thrust, 
and  sped  across  the  doom  to  the  spot  in  front  of  the 
door  where  Lenore  stood.  Her  back  was  toward  me 
as  she  attempted  to  hang  up  her  family  crest,  and 
O God!  Lord,  it  caught  her  in  the  back.  She  fell. 


and  I stood  there  aghast  and  stunned  at  the  sight. 

0 God,  how  could  such  a catastrophe  be  allowed  to 
occur?  How  can  beauty  fall  from  its  throne  and 
nature  die,  and  music  become  silent,  radiant  colors 
turn  ebony,  and  Despair  become  Existence? 

I could  only  gaze.  So  numbed  was  I,  that  I could 
not  move.  I was  vainly  attempting  to  disprove  and 
disbelieve  what  had  happened.  The  effort  was  fruit- 
less. Summoning  every  tiny  particle  of  strength  and 
courage  I had  left,  gradually  I forced  myself  to  face 
reality.  Isn’t  it  strange  how  unreal  reality  might  seem 
at  times,  esoecially  to  those  of  us  who  wish  it  away, 
and  are  willing  to  suppress  any  truthful  sensations? 

Slowly,  I moved  mv  right  leg  forward  an  inch, 
then  my  left  two  inches.  The  more  truth  I faced, 
the  faster  I seemed  to  move.  Leaping  over  the  tree, 

1 ran  to  Leonore.  Hoping  against  hope,  I touched 
her.  She  lacked  the  most  feeble  sign  of  life.  I laid 
her  beautiful  head  in  my  arms.  She  appeared  to  be 
sleeping.  But  her  once-rosy  cheeks  seemed  to  have 
lost  their  tint.  Her  eyes  were  closed,  but  tears  rolled 
down  her  cheeks.  Tears.  One  lightning  flash  of  hope 
and  joy  seized  me  as  I saw  real  tears.  My  own  eyes 
showered  them.  Then  I realized  the  tears  which 
seemingly  came  from  Lenore  acmally  had  dropped 
from  my  own  eyes  and  had  alighted  on  hers,  making 
it  appear  as  if  she  actually  were  crying. 

Gently,  ever  so  gently  I lifted  her,  and  carrying 
her  across  the  room  placed  her  In  the  chair  in  which 
I now  repose.  It  was  then  that  I felt  the  inclination 
to  remove  the  ax  head,  the  demonic  and  damned 
fiend  from  the  endless  depth  of  the  endless,  per- 
sonified wickedness.  I had  never  experienced  any  such 
sense  of  weakness  or  trepidation  as  I did  while  re- 
moving the  ax.  I removed  it  as  if  it  were  a splinter. 
When  it  was  finally  out,  I hurled  it  vehemently  across 
the  room,  condeming  it  to  the  hellish  region  from 
which  it  had  came. 

There  came  a knock  at  the  door.  But  I didn’t 
hear  it.  It  was  repeated.  But  as  I continued  to  gaze 
upon  my  beloved  Lenore,  the  sound  did  not  meet 
my  perception.  The  door  opened  and  shut.  Foot- 
steps approached  me. 

{Continued  on  page  26) 
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"My  God!  What  has  happened  here?”  a deep 
masculine  voice  demanded.  The  voice  was  that  of 
my  brother.  He  had  come  all  the  way  from  Providence, 
being  a bachelor,  to  spend  Christmas  with  Lenore 
and  me. 

His  voice  thundered  through  my  ears  so  violently 
that  I was  shocked  out  of  my  self-induced  hypnotic 
state.  Painfully  I struggled  to  my  feet  and(  attempted 
to  relate  what  had  happened.  To  my  surprise  I found 
my  words  incomprehensible.  After  much  vain  gib- 
bering, 1 collapsed. 

When  1 awoke,  I found  myself  in  bed..  I looked 
around  me,  but  everything  was  blurred.  I could 
barely  make  out  two  figures  through  the  diffused 
light.  I blinked.  But  my  vision  did  not  clear.  A 
feeling  of  immense  fatigue  gripped  me;  I closed  my 
eyes  and  w'ent  into  a deep  sleep.  Oh,  that  wonderful 
means  of  escape  from  reality  - — sleep.  Sleep,  which 
removes  troubles  from  the  minds  of  men  for  a certain 
time.  And  when  they  aw'ake,  they  find  their  troubles 
less  burdensome. 

Evidently  I had -relapsed  into  unconsciousness  for 
a very  short  period  of  time  because  the  two  figures 
w'ere  still  there,  still  staring  dowm  at  me.  My  vision 
cleared.  A third  figure  came  into  view.  I identified 
him  as  a policeman.  The  other  two  were  my  brother 
and  a doctor.  The  doctor  placed  his  hand  on  my  fore- 
head and  then  took  my  pulse. 

"How  do  you  feel?”  he  asked  gently. 

I struggled  to  answer  but  couldn’t.  The  doctor 
evidently  understood  me,  because  he  tapped  my  shoul- 
der gently  an  shook  his  head. 

My  hearing  was  distinct,  and  I overheard  the 
whispered  conversation  of  the  doctor  with  my  brother, 
and  then  of  the  policeman  with  my  brother.  Then  it 
hit  me.  I remembered  my  wife.  Faintly  I whispered 
her  name.  As  I recovered  the  use  of  my  vocal 
chords  through  the  exercise  of  repeating  "Lenore,” 
the  name  grew  louder  and  louder  and  finally  de- 


veloped into  a scream.  The  doctor  ran  to  my  side. 
1 attempted  to  get  out  of  bed.  But  my  efforts  were 
thwarted  by  my  brother.  A pill  was  thrust  into  my 
mouth,  and  in  a few  minutes  my  head  began  to  spin, 
and  all  turned  dark. 

It  was  Christmas  morning  when  I awoke  again. 
It  was  snow'ing  lightly,  and  it  added  ot  the  illumina- 
tion of  my  room.  A group  of  carolers  sang  sweetly 
outside  of  my  window,  and  I could  hear  the  melodic 
ringing  of  sleighbells  passing  by.  An  odor  of  sw'eet- 
meats  and  poultry  filled  the  house.  My  brother 
entered  carrying  my  breakfast. 

"How  do  you  feel  this  morning?”  he  inquired. 

"Much  better,  thanks.”  I replied  "What  about 
. . . Lenore?”  I added  hastily.  He  hesitated. 

My  recent  rest  had  put  me  in  a more  receptive 
state  of  mind.  My  mind  had  become  capable  of 
accepting  disaster  without  causing  me  any  bad 
physical  effects.  However,  there  was  still  a chance 
that  an  acute  mental  deficiency  would  be  induced  by 
bad  news. 

I repeated  my  entreaty.  "Please,  tell  me,”  I begged. 

He  looked  sternly  and  seriously  into  my  eyes,  and 
very  delicately  said,  "She’s  dead.  She’ll  be  buried  to- 
morrow morning.” 

Nothing  ever  spoken  could  have  had  the  same 
effect  on  me.  My  memory  recalled  the  events  of 
Christmas  Eve.  Subconciously,  I knew  she  was  dead. 
I had  known  it  since  the  evening  past.  But  something 
within  me,  notwithstanding  all  efforts  to  the  contrary, 
wouldn’t  allow  me  to  face  reality  before  this  moment. 
But  now  I did.  If  she  was  dead,  she  was  dead. 

But,  oh!  if  I had  only  examined  the  ax  before 
using  it.  If  I had  just  stopped  my  merrymaking  for 
a few  seconds  in  order  to  check  the  equipment  I 
was  using.  Had  I only  done  these  things.  But  I 
had  not. 

I had  celebrated  twenty-eight  Christmases.  But  not 
{Continued  on  page  27) 
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one  like  this  one.  The  joy  was  gone.  The  excitement, 
merriment,  everything  went  into  oblivion.  My  twenty- 
ninth  Christmas  held  more  sorrow  than  all  the  others 
had  held  joy.  The  day  crept  slowly  along.  No  visitors, 
save  the  doctor  and  a few  close  relatives  were  allowed. 
1 stayed  in  bed  until  supper.  I had  no  appetite,  but 
my  brother  forced  me  to  eat  a little.  The  food  found 


its  way  to  my  stomach  like  so  many  lumps  of  lead. 
That  evening,  the  police  officer  and  my  brother 
entered  my  bedroom  They  said  nothing  until  they 
were  by  my  side.  The  officer  spoke  first. 

"Mr.  McKnight,”  he  commenced  slowly  and  sol- 
emnly, "you're  under  arrest  for  the  murder  of  your 
wife.” 

{To  be  continued  in  the  next  issue 
of  the  E.H.S.  RECORD) 
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by  club  members  about  several  cars  and  their  work- 
ings. Parts  such  as  carburetors  and  fuel  pumps  have 
been  taken  apart  and  analyzed.  Participants  are  learn- 
ing about  the  various  workings  of  the  auto.  Ideas  and 
facts  are  exchanged  during  the  meetings  and  projects 
by  club  members  are  encouraged. 


Since  we  are  living  in  an  era  of  automation,  and 
more  and  more  cars  are  rolling  off  the  assembly  lines 
and  onto  our  already  congested  highways,  the  mem- 
bers of  the  E.H.S.  Auto  Club  feels  that  it  is  imperative 
to  learn  as  much  as  possible  about  the  engineering, 
design  and  performance  of  the  automobile. 


Zhe  Chess  Club 

by  THOMAS  DeLOFFI,  '63 


The  English  High  School  Chess  Club  has  met  five 
tim.es  thus  far  and  has  entered  the  Greater  Boston 
Interscholastic  Chess  League.  In  the  League  we  are  to 
pit  our  brainpower  against  six  other  schools.  They 
are  as  follows:  1.  Arlington,  2.  Brookline,  3.  Cam- 
bridge, 4.  Latin,  5.  Newton  North,  6.  Newton  South. 
There  are  to  be  twelve  games  for  each  school;  six 
of  these  will  be  played  in  the  home  school  and  the 
other  six  at  the  opposing  schools. 

The  co-captains  of  our  Chess  Team  are  Thomas 


DeLoffi,  ’63  and  Howard  Faverman,  ’63.  The  champ- 
ion player  thus  far  is  Joseph  Andrews,  ’64.  Last 
year  foe  was  the  only  Chess  Team  member  to  win  any 
game.  This  year  we  have  more  experienced  members 
and  are  far  better  organized.  We  firmly  believe  we 
shall  be  on  the  winning  side  of  the  ledger. 

The  Chess  Club  meets  every  Friday  at  2:30  in 
room  313  under  the  able  direction  of  Mr.  Deninger. 
Anyone  who  would  like  to  join  is  welcome  to  attend. 


Literary  Evaluations 

{Continued  from  page  12) 

Let  us  look  over  some  of  the  merits  of  this  ne- 
glected branch  of  literature.  It  serves  to  enlighten  the 
mind,  encourage  new  thoughts  by  introducing  ideas 
no  matter  how  fantastic  — and  makes  the  reader 
aware  of  his  surroundings  and  his  future.  But  there 
are  other  purposes. 

In  historical  novels  one  may  effectively  criticize, 
praise  ,or  simply  state  the  facts  regarding  past  institu- 
tions, social  and  political.  In  a novel  dealing  with  the 
present,  one  may  not  venture  to  do  the  same,  unless 


adequately  prepared  and  equipped  — which  is  a 
virtual  impossibility  .One  runs  the  grave  risk  of  ma- 
jority wrath  or  minority  attack.  In  science  fiction  a 
writer  may  perform  any  of  the  above  named  functions 
at  statement  and  criticism  in  the  guise  of  future  oc- 
curances  and  leave  it  to  the  readers  agile  mind  to 
comprehend. 

In  conclusion,  let  me  say  that  science  fiction  serves 
the  varied  desires  of  mankind.  If  you  are  in  search  of 
a novel  of  high  adventure,  spine-tingling  excitement 
and  nerve-wracking  tales  of  horror,  you  can  find  it 
in  science-fiction.  Should  your  interest  run  more  to 
entertainment  your  want  is  adequately  satisfied.  It 
entertains  while  it  teaches. 
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himself,  but  the  twinging  pain  slowly  began  to  fade 
as  the  double  dose  of  digitalis  he  had  taken  took 
effect.  The  office  contingent,  awed  and  unable  to  grasp 
the  situation,  gazed  — their  mouths  agape  in  a 
disgusting  manner,  as  one  might  be  expected  to  gaze 
upon  some  unnatural  phenomenon.  Alone,  Cherub 
offered  assistance  but  was  hastily  refuted  by  Mr. 
Synchronius  in  a most  ungentlemanly-like  manner. 
After  what  must  have  seemed  like  a decade,  Mr. 
Synchronius  felt  fortified  and  started  home,  leaving 
behind  the  still,  open-mouthed,  dumb-struck,  and 
perhaps  dumb-witted  office  personnel. 

Without  fail,  at  exactly  6;  32,  Hora,  the  table  set  as 
usual,  heard  the  door  bell  ring,  but  it  wasn’t  the  way 
her  husband  usually  rang  it.  Upon  opening  the  door 
she  was  impregnated  with  a deep  fear  at  the  sight 
that  befell  her  eyes.  Mr.  Synchronius,  pale  with  ex- 
asperation, and  muttering  to  himself  as  he  had 
throughout  the  bus  ride  home,  trudged  into  the 
house.  The  family  was  speechless  at  his  actions  during 


the  evening.  One  particular  action  which  startled 
them  was  his  insistence  on  reciting  a rather  long 
series  of  prayers,  and  he  even  chanted  several  hymns. 
The  family  was  accustomed  to  reciting  a thanks- 
giving prayer  before  the  Sunday  meal,  however,  this 
demonstration  reminded  the  children  of  a religious 
revival  meeting  they  had  seen  on  television. 

However  unusual  his  actions  may  have  been  that 
evening,  it  must  be  said  that  not  once  did  Mr.  Syn- 
chronius deviate  from  his  schedule  and  his  antiquated 
practices.  It  is  no  surprise,  then,  when  I say  that  he 
retired  to  his  room  and  went  to  sleep  at  the  usual 
hour  of  ten  o’clock.  However,  it  may  surprise  you  to 
know  that  there  was  to  be  no  usual  hour  of  awakening 
for  him  during  the  night,  processes  had  been  reversed, 
or  rather  had  become  nullified.  There  would  be  no 
more  buses  to  catch,  cards  to  punch,  accounts  to  be 
figured  and  above  all  no  need  for  watching  the  time 
Time  had  finally  caught  up  with  Mr.  Synchronius. 
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On  the  following  day,  I was  busied  with  my  scliool 
work  and  did  not  call  Larry,  as  he  had  said  that  he 
would  be  going  on  a hike  in  the  Appalachians  with 
some  of  his  college  friends. 


That  evening,  I started  to  read  the  newspaper.  I 
was  suddenly  horrified  by  the  sight  of  the  following 
headline: 


Larry  Kourtland  Killed  By  Mountain  Lion  While 
Hiking  With  Friends 
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Cruising  the  Corridors  . . . 

by  Meltzerbunce,  Class  of  1984 


Heard  outside  of  room  101: 

"We  ll  just  try  this  reading  test  today,  boys.” 

Heard  outside  of  room  112: 

"The  only  contact  with  the  word  sex  here  at 
English  High  is  a misspelling  of  6 . . 

What  English  High  master  enjoys  exercising  his 
vocal  chords  on  the  "Alma  Mater"??? 

Which  one  of  our  fashionable  seniors  was  recently 
seen  strolling  through  the  corridors  in  orange 
pants?? 

Heard  outside  of  room  116: 

"O.K.  boys,  103  jumping  jacks,  huh!!!” 

Heard  outside  of  room  201  A: 

"Bon jour,  mes  amis!” 

Which  one  of  the  enthusiastic  members  of  the  E.H.S. 
Auto  Club  believes  in  covering  his  books  with 
race  car  magazine  covers??? 

Heard  outside  of  room  309: 

Teacher:  "Which  lunch  do  you  have?” 

Student:  "The  crowded  one!!!” 

Heard  outside  of  room  213: 

"Figaro!  Figaro!  Figaro!” 


Heard  outside  of  room  119: 

Teacher:  "Please  tell  your  pen  to  stop  tapping.” 
Student:  "Pen,  stop  tapping!!” 

Heard  outside  of  room  201: 

Teacher:  "All  I'm  trying  to  do  is  clear  my 
shelves.” 

Student:  "Vest,  but  do  you  have  to  clear  them 
off  on  us! ! ! ” 

Heard  outside  of  office: 

Graduate  of  class  of  '62:  "Sir,  where  is  my  Year- 
book?" 

Teacher:  "It  will  be  out  shortly.” 

Graduate:  "A  short  five  or  six  years??” 

Memorandum  to  Miss  Preston: 

What  about  our  third  Sabin  cocktail?? 

Overheard  in  room  16: 

"Popcorn  . . . what!?” 

Overheard  in  room  7 : 

"Now,  by  this  here  cheap  body  building  course 
you  will  not  only  build  bodies,  but  pass.” 

Heard  in  201 : 

Student:  "But,  Sir,  that's  unfair!!!” 

From  teacher  in  201  to  teacher  in  202  (first  period)  : 
"Just  one  more  to  keep  you  company!” 


Interview  With  Mr.  Kaufman 

{Continued  from  page  13) 

"I  like  to  watch  some  sports,  read  a little,  and 
listen  to  some  music.  I like  to  listen  to  all  kinds  of 
music:  classical  and  semi-classical,  all  but  some  of  this 
modern  stufif  that  goes  off  the  deep  end. 

"I  have  very  definite  feeings  about  music;  I feel 
that  no  one  should  go  through  life  without  enjoying 
some  form  of  music.  Even  the  most  primitive  man  in 
the  backlands  of  Africa  and  Asia  listen  to  some  kind 
of  music.” 

That  was  an  extraordinary  statement,  considering  it 
came  from  a science  teacher,  not  a music  teacher. 


"In  the  summer  I generlly  like  to  work.  But  this 
summer  I had  a very  good  time.  For  the  first  time 
in  years  I was  able  to  combine  business  with  pleasure. 
I went  to  New  Mexico  to  take  some  extra  courses 
on  radiation  and  biology,  and  some  in  other  sciences. 
Also,  1 got  a chance  to  go  to  the  Fair,  w'here  there 
were  some  wonderful  science  exhibits.” 

My  final  question  was  aimed  at  the  many  diversi- 
fied statements  concerning  our  Science  Department. 

"I  have  been  told,  and  have  found  out,  that  we 
have  one  of  the  better  Science  Departments,  if  not 
the  best  Science  Department,  in  the  city  of  Boston. 
I should  say  that  the  presence  of  such  a faculty  as  we 
have  is  encouraging.  More  than  half  of  them  have 
taken  courses  to  improve  themselves.  We  have  an 
excellent  staff.” 
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Athletic  Captains  and  Koom  Councillors 

Seniors 


Room 

Athletic  Captain 

Room 

Councillor 

101 

Arthur  C.  Angeles 

101 

Stephen  A.  Borkowski 

102 

Myron  T.  Chambers 

102 

George  M.  Conroy 

103 

Donald  P.  DeMarco 

103 

Carl  V.  DeNinno 

104 

Paul  Robert  Gelineau 

104 

Robert  Edward  Euller 

107 

Preston  Johnson 

107 

Barry  E.  Hickman 

108 

Thomas  M.  Mclnerney 

108 

Richard  J.  Lillis 

112 

Marshall  A.  Miller 

112 

James  E.  Mann 

113 

Dennis  M.  Puleo 

113 

Jay  I.  Rappaport 

116 

Stanley  F.  Sneed 

116 

Nicholas  S.  Seremetis 

117 

Michael  L Stein 

117 

Mark  W.  Tobin 

Juniors 

118 

James  M.  Ahern 

118 

Dalton  L.  Baugh 

119 

Anthony  T.  Bombardieri 

119 

Rocco  A.  Bombardieri 

201 

Anthony  J.  Ciampa 

201 

Philip  E.  Burrell 

202 

Richard  Connelly 

202 

Mark  Davis 

203 

Gregory  M.  Doherty 

203 

James  R.  Dubro 

204 

Edward  J.  Foley 

204 

Lawrence  Einklestone 

207 

Joseph  R.  Harris 

207 

Robert  C.  Grimes 

208 

Paul  M.  Kane 

208 

Darryl  S.  Jones 

208 

James  D.  LeBlanc 

209 

Louis  M.  Lopardi 

211 

Henry  J.  McQueeney 

211 

Roy  J.  McSweeney 

212 

Randall  A.  Moss 

212 

Joel  M.  Miller 

213 

Mathias  T.  O'Malley 

213 

Drew  E.  Myers 

216 

Alexis  L.  Reveliotty 

216 

Kenneth  A.  Punis 

217 

Emilio  T.  Scott 

217 

John  J.  Russell 

218 

Henry  E.  Stefano 

218 

David  A.  Solomon 

219 

Lovette  M.  Tucker 

219 

Edgar  F.  Tatro 

302 

Victor  N.  Wassiliew 

302 

David  E.  Webb 

Sophomores 

7 

Michael  A.  Alves 

7 

Sebastian  J.  Bari 

8 

Alden  H.  Beach 

8 

George  A.  Buckley 

9 

Mario  M.  Caporale 

9 

Robert  G.  Burns 

11 

Robert  M.  Connolly 

11 

Othniel  E.  Clarke 

12 

Joseph  A.  Dicicco 

12 

Bernard  C.  Doherty 

13 

Steven  E.  Eeldman 

13 

Joseph  T.  Foley 

16 

Arthur  T.  Gerald 

16 

James  C.  Georgilas 

17 

Philip  J.  Harris 

17 

William  R.  Heissler 

303 

Stephen  F.  Jablonsky 

303 

John  P.  Hurley 

307 

Haskell  O.  Kennedy,  Jr. 

307 

Richard  C.  Kimball 

308 

Prince  0.  McNeil 

308 

John  B.  Maguire 

309 

Azell  C.  Martin 

309 

John  F.  Marks 

311 

Kevin  G.  O Brien 

311 

Kenneth  E.  Nelson 

312 

Alexander  Protasowicki 

312 

Richard  J.  Rabbitt 

313 

Robert  F.  Reid 

313 

Amedeo  J.  Revellini 

317 

'William  J.  Sebet 

317 

Michael  A.  Semertgakis 

321 

Russell  E.  Smith 

321 

Vincent  B.  Talbot 

322 

William  L.  Walker 

322 

Larry  Vodkin 

323 

Stephen  A.  Williams 

/ 

323 

Barry  P.  Wish 

32 
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MASSACHUSETTS 


PURDY 

A Cittle  better 

A little  better  skill  in  posing,  a little  better  likeness  and  Boston’s 
foremost  imprint— and  you  have  a much  better  photograph,  much 
more  satisfaction  and  far  wider  approval  of  results.  Then  we  add 
beautiful  covers  and  scrupulous  are  in  details  of  packing  and, 
mark  it  — we  deliver  on  time.  No  detail  esapes  our  Interested 
care. 
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